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Italians came to England and went in the sea at Brighton naked I can imagine the outcry.
One day we strolled as far as Taranto Docks and we came across a careless pile of huge naval gun barrels—a striking-monument to the childishness of man. These monstrous funnels—twenty, thirty, forty feet long—were lying like a heap of broken, forgotten toys. We could imagine with what pride they were cast in the hey-day of Mussolini's dream empire.
In the evenings cards were our chief amusement. Picquet was popular, but, owing to the expertness of Freddie Keeble, liable to be expensive. We also played "lie" cards, an adaptation of "lying" poker dice. It went on interminably, night after night, and as the wine supplied by our kind C.O. flowed freely the game grew more and more uproarious, even operatic. How silly it all sounds now, how natural and how funny at the time.
"D'you know, 'strordinary thing, I've got three aces, a king an' a ten," one of us would lie—a witty sally good enough to bring the house down. Then, from time to time, we'd be driven out by the reeking smoke into the cool night air to stare at the stars shining immutably on our follies. So this was the war in Italy, we thought.
As the day of release came near there were alarming rumours that another lot of suspects was to be dumped on us, thus extending our quarantine. But it was all right. On April 12 we were declared clean, and free to go. Public Relations sent a staff car from Naples for Ardizzone and me. We had begun our journey from Cairo, with a " Two Priority," on March 21, and finally got mobile in Italy on April 14— twenty-three days of slow-motion travel. One thing seems clear, however. A more effective way of avoiding small-pox than vaccination is to have the crown and two stars of a colonel on your shoulders.eudalism. First impressions are often superficial and misleading. I record these— subsequently overlaid by the lovely visions of Rome, Siena and Florence—as a glimpse of Italian rural poverty.
